no                SUNSHINE AND  DUST
yellow pudding to end with; a fair meal, though not approach-
ing the one we had in little rainy Fucecchio on a sawdust floor,
"Assembly of chumps at dinner; blameless frumps!" remark
my notes. Coffee in the drawing-room; much gilt-framed art,
much bric-a-brac on small gilt-and-onyx tables; red brocade,
mirrors, lace curtains, a terrible piano; but the chairs were
comfortable. Two ladies approached us, bridge in their eyes;
we graciously declined. Our room allured us; those English
bookcases; the lights across the Arno. Sanctuary!
Late at night however we were roused by a subdued tram-
pling; the Italian flag going by. Just a shadow, flitting darkly
. . . gray shapes marching silently, along the half-lighted
Lung'arno. Romance of fortified Italy! . . .
It made one, lying there in the darkness, very conscious of
being in a different country.